PATCHWORK                                          "A"
Squeaky voices assailed my ears, the stinking
court air assailed my nostrils, the boy's eyes watched
my eyes, and the sea of humanity beyond and below
the table at which we sat began to heave a little, I
got up to go.
"I say, sit down, old chap/' said young G------.
"We'll go and have something at the Club after this
case, if you'll come with me. It won't take long.
Or are you frightfully busy? I want an excuse for
getting out, I get such headaches in this court.
Besides, you haven't identified the clock or the boy
yet."
I sat down because I perceived that, unaided, I
simply could not "make" the door.
I shut my eyes for obvious reasons, spiritual as
well as physical. I am a coward, and smoke and
thought both hurt me. I tried to shut out the
squeaky, pleading little voices of the police.
Suddenly the clock was pushed into my hands,
and Chatagar was asking me to stand up and, I
presume, to take the oath. I blinked and looked
rather helpless, I suppose.
G------'s restraining arm came down on to mine.
"Don't you get up," he said. "Never heard such
damned cheek. . . . Not the slightest need for you
to take the oath. These vakils love to show off,